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All | Hear Is Your Voice On The Breeze 


Author's Notes: 
Roy apparently did used to do Dusty Springfield impressions on stage way back in the day. Before he grew all 
that hair. Hence, this fic exists. Involves inappropriate use of a Dusty Springfield wig. 


Written for kink_bingo for the prompt \dirty talk\. 


Roy shivered as Bev brushed the wig hair behind his ear. They were so close now, and Roy could see him in 


the mirror behind him. They didn't have long before they were due on stage, but Roy wasn't that worried. 
"You gonna bring this home later? You do look so very cute in that wig," Bev murmured into his ear. 


"Oh, | think | can manage that," Roy said, a shiver running up his spine. "You're not going to make me wear a 


dress, are you?" 


The question interrupted Bev as he kissed his way along Roy's neck. "Only if you want to." 


Roy wasn't sure if he did or not. But he left that thought for later as Bev's hands slid under his shirt. His 


voice got lost in his throat. 


‘I'd really like to see you in a dress one day. | can just imagine it on you, hugging your body so tight. It'd be all 
sleek and beautiful, and you'd shine so brightly," Bev murmured. 


Roy could almost feel the soft material against his skin. "You'd make me do it properly, wouldn't you? So | 
looked like a proper girl." 


Bev glanced up as he moved his hand up Roy's chest. "Only if you want to." 


Roy felt Bev could've been talking about anything. He wasn't really paying attention anymore. He could just hear 
that voice, and it sent shivers down his spine. 


"You'd be my lady, wouldn't you? My weird little adorable lady." 

Roy didn't even hear it as an insult. He wasn't sure he was hearing anything at all, just comments here and 
there, and Bev's voice whispering in his ear. His cock was getting rather hard from what Bev was describing. It 
didn't take much for Roy to imagine it either. 

He was done up like Dusty, and Bev was making love to her (him?) all night long. Getting off on being fucked as 
a woman was definitely a new discovery, but Roy felt it was the way Bev was describing it that made all the 
difference. Bev's voice always did that to him. When he leant in and whispered to him like that, his breath 
against his neck.. 

Roy could feel his heavy breathing. Bev was just as aroused as he was. Roy didn't dare turn around. Turning 
around would just make Bev kiss him and then they'd both give in. Bev would turn him round and fuck him 
crazy and they'd end up on the floor together, a dishevelled mess of limbs and a wig. 

"Are you going to let me love you tonight, Roy? Can | take you home with me?" 


Roy, encouraged by his hands, leant back against him. "You know I'm not going to say no." 


Bev smiled, kissed the back of his neck. "Bring that wig. And maybe a nice dress. | want to undress you, piece 
by piece, and kiss every part of you. | want to love every inch of your body. | do hope you'll let me." 


Roy felt his trousers were feeling way too tight. Bev shifted his hand around and cupped him then, pressing 
his hand against his growing erection. 


"Shh, settle yourself. Don't waste it. Save it all for me, love. I'll take you to paradise," Bev murmured. 


There was one last kiss to his neck and Bev moved away from him, just a little. Roy didn't want him to leave, 
and reached for his hand. 


"Wait, don't go-" 


Bev didn't let him finish. "Tonight, Roy. Wait til tonight. Now | suggest you settle yourself down. We've still got 


a show to do." 


